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	1. A New Path

|Prologue|

It was a normal night for Berk, with its vast skies filled with twinkling stars, the cold ocean still restless with its thrashing waves. And in the village, up in the chief's house, it was a special night.

The well-known, fearless leader Stoick the Vast was standing at his wives bedside, looking down at the little bundle of joy that was clinging onto his mother's long, braided hair with small fisted hands. The baby was sound asleep, but he seemed to be smiling softly. Valka, the mother, grinned back down at the child, gripping Stoick's large hand.

But this moment of serene peace was interrupted as the elder, Gothi walked in with a saddened face. She looked at the two happy parents with depressed eyes, as she gripped her staff and stepped forward.

"Stoick…your son is sick and weak. He was born to early, it seems. He won't make it" The elder announced, scared about how the two would react. Valka's grip just tightened on the child, her hand slipping from Stoicks and pulling the small child closer. Stoick looked away from his only child, looking at Gothi in disbelief.

"No…can't he get better?" Stoick persisted, glancing at his child. Gothi heaved a sigh and shook her head.

"He's not strong enough" She simply stated, now not able to look at the parents pain stricken faces. Now staring at the floor, she turned towards the door. A strong and firm hand locked on her frail shoulder though, stopping her in her tracks. Turning, she saw Stoick sternly looking down at her, eyes the ever slightest bit glassy with strong emotion.

"Well then what do we do with him if he's just going to die?" He said almost darkly, gesturing at Valka whose cheeks were already tear streaked. She also looked over at the elder, desperate for maybe some type of reassurance. She hugged the runt of hers tightly, scared to let go of the child.

Gothi gulped, but kept her stature. "Treasure your last moments Stoick. I'm sorry. There's nothing I can do. He is at the gods mercy now."

Stoick glared, but turned away from her as a tear slid down his cheek, leaking into his grand red beard, wetting the strands of bright scarlet. "Go." Was all he said before he slammed the door in Gothi's face.

-O-o-O-

It was heartbreaking. Stoick having to walk through the whole village with a small basket at sunrise. A small basket with the small body of his once child in it. His head hung in sadness, he simply walked down to shore, down the twisting boardwalks. He ignored all the questions, and all the emphasized looks he received.

Gripping the basket tightly, he leaned down, setting the small little basket in the upturned, white sand. Gothi was right. His son was now at the gods mercy.

Although the poor child had died mere hours after Gothi had warned them of his fate. Right in his mothers arms, and they only ever got to see his eyes once. They were just like his moms, a friendly looking forest green with splotches of light brown around the pupil. Stoick knew he would never forget those sweet, innocent eyes that peered up at him before they closed again, only to stay closed.

They never got to see him grow up. Hear him talk. That was the only moment in Stoicks life when he had actually cried. And tears still threatened to spill from his eyes as he pushed the small basket to sea, hoping his child would be spared by Odin's wrath. Perhaps one day they will all meet again…wherever you go when you pass.

And so the little basket flowed and bumped over waves, towards the sunset, as Stoick watched. Valka wasn't able to bear it, so she stayed home. Shaking his head, Stoick turned and made his way back home, glancing over his shoulder all too often at the ocean.

-o-O-o-

The basket bobbed and rolled, being caught in a strong current that lead into a large river heading back to Berk. Apparently fate had a different choice for this little runt of a boy, whose fingers and lips were slowly turning blue from the cold.

The basket washed up on a muddy shore, the top ripped apart by sharp rocks. Now any animal could easily get into it…

…any dragon to…

Because at that moment, an old sick and dying Night Fury was lumbering towards the river for a morning drink. His bright blue eyes duller, his once pitch black scales now greying around the edges steadily. He was now too old and creaky to fly, so he decided to stay on this beautiful island for his last days.

Although he was old, he was also wise, being alive for countless centuries. He knew he was going to die, and he was fine with that. He was getting tired of his life by now. But as he leaned down to get a drink of icy cold water, his nose caught a scent on the wind. Curious, the old dragon walked up the bank, avoiding the mud.

The scent was human, but it didn't hold the arrogance and fearlessness always followed by the stench. The only thing the old Night Fury smelled on the wind was innocence and sadness. Now intrigued, he crawled slowly over a large rock, looking down.

Before him was a torn and ripped basket, just a regular fishing basket. But as he tipped it over, a small bundle of blankets rolled gently out. His wise eyes softened, seeing the small human hatchling. But it was dead.

Crooning, he nudged it, just to make sure. But, no. No movements. The elder dragon felt pity for the child, sensing a once great outcome for the small being. He did have a future, but Hel had grasped him before he could live it. Not fair, he thought. This child would of done great things.

The Night Fury settled beside the small child, looking down at it. Hacking a cough, he knew he may pass away as well soon. Suddenly, an idea sparked in his mind. But he had to think about this one, for it could easily screw up.

What was his idea?

Dulled blue eyes looked down once again at the child, and the grey dragon wrapped his body around the child. His body was no longer to warm though, his fire dying out. Closing his eyes, and deciding, he touched his nose to the child's limp chest, and with his last dying breaths…

…He muttered one last word into the air, over the roaring of the rushing river.

"Live"

-O-o-O-

Cries rang through the forest, loud and strong sounding. No longer the weak whimpering of a runt, it now sounded like a strong offspring. Very few heard the cries, beside the annoyed animals that kept walking. The wolves were too scared to prey on the crying baby, because of the large silvery grey body that encircled the child.

They didn't know though, that that body was just a carcass.

**Oh the angst. **

**But how is it? Should I continue? Don't worry, I'll still work on my other fanfic, but I just wanted to post this, as I mentioned in Forbidden Friendship. **

**And by the way…if any of you were wondering, that baby was Hiccup, who will grow up. Time skip next chapter ;) you'll get to see all the awesomeness he is (that made no sense…)**

**I will be updating randomly, expect an update this week or next week though. Thanks for taking your time to read this :D**


	2. You're A Monster

**I lied, you don't get an update next week, you get an update now!**

Do you remember the last words that Night Fury had said before he had passed? Well, he wasn't just talking to the wind.

He was talking to the baby he had curled around.

That Night Fury was wise. And so he knew he must do _something _for the greater good before he left this world. And he _knew _that the kid he found on that river shore shouldn't of died so early. So, since he was going to die anyways…

The dragon had simply given the boy his life, making the once still baby miraculously alive. It was spared from the hungry wild life as well because of the greatly feared Night Fury that grasped him protectively, in its dead state.

And from all the rumors and such, the animals seemed to not like going around those powerful beasts, Night Furies. Even if they were already dead, grey, and out of the legendary and destructive fire it carried.

The poor babies cries were answered by a humble, nice couple of Vikings that had decided to live in the forest and occasionally trade with the Berkians that shared the island. The husband was cutting wood at the time, bright and early in the morning.

He had thought the baby had been stolen. And with him and his kind heart, the man decided to take him home, prying the fitful child from the stone cold clutches of the dragon carcass. He knew it was dead, but he wasn't sure what species it was.

And as he turned to leave, he didn't see the peering light blue eyes and the dragons slight grin, as it could finally rest in peace knowing that it had done something good. So it shut its eyes one last time.

The man's wife, Lillian, wanting a child for a long time, was glad for the 'little blessing' Odin had delivered to them. So they raised the child as their own, not knowing the twisted little being the baby actually was.

There's always a catch though, in dragons magic. Especially when a dragon would give their life away…always a catch.

When the boy turned eleven, that small makeshift family found out that catch the hard way. Really, they found out the worst way possible.

It all started when a Zippleback came to close to the house. The man, or Harold, had grabbed an axe and shut his wife and adopted child in the house, saying he would deal with this. And as Harold sliced one of the Zipplebacks heads clean off, something in the kids heart jumped. He suddenly had the urge to go outside and help the now dying dragon, somehow.

The kid tensed, eyes saucers as his father stuck the red axe into the Zipplebacks chest, and as it roared out in pain, the child gasped as if he was the one getting stuck in the heart with an axe. Lillian suddenly screamed, backing away from her 'child'. Hiccup, that is what she had named him, looked at her suddenly, frightened by her yelp.

He looked down at himself, where her eyes were wide and focused on. Hiccup screamed himself as he saw long, black talons in place instead of fingernails, and black scales seeping up from under his skin. He backed up, slamming into the counter suddenly. A sharp pain exploded at his shoulder blades, as bones cracked and shifted into new places.

Skin separated, and large leathery black wings spread open, knocking display axes off the walls and throwing pans off their hooks. Hiccup screamed louder, yelling for help, for reassurance, anything. His father burst through the door, his hands slick with dark dragon blood, along with his axe which had small green scales sticking to it.

His appearance only made it worse.

Hiccups heart suddenly tightened in empathy for the dead dragon outside. The frightened roars on replay continuously in his scattered head. _Why did it have to die! _His mind suddenly yelled. _What did it do? That mans a monster!_

With his taloned, now scaly black hands, Hiccup fell to his knees, covering his ears. His heart in pain, his back aching with the new limbs, and his mind confused and dazed at the sudden changes.

"Devil!" Harold suddenly yelled, gripping the axe tighter. "What have you done to my son?!"

Hiccup couldn't handle it. Harold kept yelling and yelling, as Hiccups skin kept turning more and more scalier, more confused until…

"SHUT UP" The eleven year olds voice came out in a loud roar of words, shaking the windows and shingles. His cheeks streaked with tears and black scales, Hiccup opened his eyes and looked down at himself, terrified. Harold stopped yelling, and the found son and father locked eyes. "Just shut up…" Hiccup said, his voice hoarse and barely audible.

Stumbling to his feet, the monstrous looking boy ran into the wall. "Help dad!" He cried out, only to be met by silence and a deadly glare from his 'father'.

"You're a monster. A demon. Get out of my household! Your not my son!" Harold said slowly, deadly. His knuckles white and tightly wrapped around the axe.

Those words hit Hiccup like a sharpened sword. He had just been disowned. Because of…because of whatever was happening!

Speechless, Hiccup made for the door, carefully stepping over his fainted mother. Slowly, bit by bit, the scales started sinking back into his freckled skin, and the black wings folded into his back. Hiccup felt lonely. Useless. Empty. Afraid. All because of a few words. Tears flowed gently down his cheeks, as he looked at his once father again.

Gulping, Hiccup started running, even when Harold started calling after him. _It must be a dream. Please be a dream. Please…_

His black obsidian talons were now fingernails, his skin peachy again, but his heart was different. It was shattered, troubled. Hollow. He didn't know what to do. What he was anymore. All his mom and dad had ever taught him, was now lost in flurry of confusion and terror as he dashed through the woods, wiping tears away with his dirty sleeves.

_What is wrong with me?!_ He questioned himself, as he slid down a steep slope, thinking back to the pain he experienced before. The strange emotions he had felt towards that poor, poor dragon. But wait – isn't he supposed to hate dragons? Isn't that what he had been taught to do? Everyone seemed to hate dragons.

But he wanted to protect that Zippleback. Why the sudden change?

Collapsing to his knees in front of a small puddle, the boy looked at his reflection with a blank expression. Was he cursed? Maybe. He also didn't know he had been resurrected as well, by a dragon.

One thing he knew though, was that he was a monster. His dad called him a demon. His mother had screamed at the sight of him.

And he knew what Vikings do to monsters, to dragons. They killed them.

Getting to his feet, and ignoring his muddy boots and pants, he started walking. Not sure where, but he felt it was his responsibility to maybe protect everyone from his self. The realization dawned on the boy.

He _was _a monster.

**Ok, so this marks the end of backstory chapters. Next one is going to be current time! Yay!**

**And yah, you guys are lucky. Two updates in one day! I'm just really excited about this, and couldn't help myself. Review? Constructive criticism is allowed. Flames will be ignored, so don't bother. **

**So…yah. Have a nice day!**


	3. Oh So Lonely

Three years passed. No one ever heard from the runaway boy again. Lillian and Harold soon died with his secret, their house catching on fire and burning everything of Hiccups past. No one even knew he was alive.

Three years since his first 'change' as he calls it. The now older boy knows more about himself, and is no longer scared. In fact, he actually embraces it. Hiccup is a smart boy, a logical thinker. He knows whatever happened to him couldn't be taken away, it was a part of him.

Two years of pure solitude…no one but himself to talk to. He was alone, he built up walls. He remained on the island, because it was the only place he knew. Only he stowed himself away into the large mountain caves, where it was far up high and away from any human contact. So every other night, he would sit up there in his mountain. Letting the nipping wind bite at his cheeks and nose, and watch the distant twinkling orange lights of the village just beyond the forest.

He would carefully spread his wings, stretching out the strong muscles, letting the scales surface from under his skin.

One year of discovery, this current year. For both Hiccup and the villagers. The village of Berk finally noticed the absence of their usual trading partners, and went to go find them…only to find a burnt and already rotting remains of a large cabin, and two scorched skeletons. Many thought they were prey to an arson crime, but others stated the poor couple must've just left the furnace on too long.

They also noticed most of their dragon traps are suddenly disabled. That was… questionable. Then they noticed all the dragons the knocked out of the sky, and that landed in the forest, were never seen again. All they found was tangled, torn bolas. Many dismissed it as weak bolas though, or stronger dragons.

What did Hiccup discover this year? He finally discovered friendship.

Friendship? But with who? Or what?

He discovered friendship actually, a few hours ago.

Hiccup had been wandering the forests, aimlessly, as he usually did. Looking back and forth, he spread his wings open. Folding them in front of himself, he ran a hand along the webbing of the wing, fingers bumping over the occasional scale. Feeling a bit more daring, he opened his wings wide, stretching the aching muscles that had been stilled for so long. Two years and a half, to be exact.

Sadly the wind was coming in gusts that night. And you can guess what happened next…

A huge blow of wing caught in his wings, pulling up a startled boy into the sky. Now swirling and out of control, and horribly high up in the sky, Hiccup panicked, still unsure of how exactly he used wings to fly. At first, he tried flapping. That only got him higher. Then he tried to open his wings out flat. The wind just blew him backwards, making him backflip repeatedly. And at that moment, the wind decided to stop blowing for a moment-

-and he fell. In his panic, he accidently folded his wings close to his body, and he started to plummet to the ground like a dropped pebble.

_What a stupid way to die…_He had thought, as the ground got closer and closer.

Then, without warning, two strong clawed paws clamped around his chest, yanking the boy back into higher altitudes. Surprised, he looked up to see the dim outline of a dark black creature, and two acidic but soft glowing green eyes.

Off guard, Hiccup gulped and gripped the front legs holding him up more tightly. Slowly, they landed near Hiccups cave. He stumbled, then turned to look at his savior.

"_That was a nice dive you did there." _

Taken aback, Hiccups eyes widened and he stared at the medium sized dragon in front of him. "How did you…?" He gasped.

"_Oh, what? He understood me?!" _The dragons almond shaped pupils now turned into a circle, giving the intimidating creature almost a cute look.

"Yah…yes I did understand you!" Hiccup was flabbergasted. Oh nine worlds this was awkward. Sure, he knew he was maybe half dragon and stuff…but now he could talk to them! What next? He would start smelling like them?

Hiccup backed up as the dragon narrowed its eyes and stepped forward, smelling the air. Smelling _him. _

"_What are you?" _The dragon said, now confused as he looked at him closer. Hiccup sighed, shrugging.

"That's what I've been asking myself for a while…." Hiccup muttered the answer, folding his wings into his back and wrapping his black cloak around him tighter. His actions only interested the dragon even more, as it watched his wings sink under his flesh, now seemingly nonexistent.

The dragon (you must be able to tell which particular dragon it is by now…just saying…) padded closer, sniffing the air carefully. Hiccup simply stood still, knowing it was being curious, not hostile. At least for now. But it did save him right? Unless it didn't like its meals squashed…

_Ok Hiccup, time to shut up now._

As the dragon neared, Hiccup could now see it better. It was a quite short, but with a very sleek appearance. It was covered in night black scales, they were so close together it all seemed like one piece, besides a few bigger scales on its shoulders and head. Wide intense green eyes looked right into his own, friendly looking fern green.

It snuffed, then sat down in front of him. _"You're not a human. You're not a dragon. You're something in between. And by far, little one, you're the strangest thing I have ever encountered." _The dragon listed.

Hiccup frowned. "Why are you even talking to me? Listen, I know that you saved me and everything, and I appreciate that. But I would like it more if you left. I'm kind of dangerous…." He was cut off by a weird sound from the dragon…was that laughing? He was laughing?!

"_Don't worry, nothing can hurt the great Night Fury little one" _He chuckled.

The boy felt like rolling his eyes at the dragon's smugness. His mind however, seemed to prick up at the mention of the word Night Fury. He wasn't sure why though. A question also found its way out of his mouth.

"Wait…how did you know I was out there…?" He asked with uncertainty.

The Night Fury paused.

"_I was…um…just watching you."_

"Watching me? Why?" Now it was Hiccups turn to be curious. 'Night Fury' shuffled his paws, or feet, whatever you call them, looking quite awkward. It then shrugged, giving him an innocent look with those big, round eyes.

"_You looked lonely I guess. I wanted to say 'hi' maybe. But not like this…you know." _The Night Fury grumbled, still giving Hiccup its 'I can't do anything wrong' gaze.

Ok. This can go two ways. Either Hiccup can accuse the dragon of being a stalker, or maybe just roll with it for a bit more. "I looked _lonely?_" This part may be true. "So you _stalked _me for a day? Do you realize how creepy that is?"

The Night Fury shrugged. _"Hey, I did just save your life, you know." _ That was true to. The boy eyed the black dragon carefully.

This situation has to be as awkward as it can get…

**Hello! Yes I am back! **

**YAY. Its Toothless! The dragon who decides to stalk 'lonely' people. For some reason, in a messed up way, I think his actions were kind of cute. Oh yah, sorry if there was too much dialogue. I just thought Hiccup and Toothless needed to have a discussion. But I still hope you liked it guys! I hope it didn't disappoint.**

**Review please! :D :D :D**


	4. Newfound Friend

***Deep sigh* I don't own How To Train Your Dragon...all characters belong to DreamWorks and Cressida Cowell. I only own the plot of this particular fan fiction and some of the ideas...**

Hiccup and the Night Fury had a moment of silence. An awkward silence as the simply looked at each other. The Night Fury blinked, then sat back on his haunches.

"_I'm sorry…"_ It muttered. Hiccup rolled his eyes.

"Yah, ok, see you then" Hiccup said, turning. The dragon immediately jumped to his feet.

"_You're going?" _He whined. Hiccup turned back to him.

"Yup. Still, thank you for saving me" the boy gushed, before starting to climb up the mountain some more, up to the ledge outside his cave. He suddenly slipped on a wet rock, and fell backwards. But instead of cold hard ground, a warm scaly head came forward and cushioned his fall.

"_How have you survived this long?" _The dragon remarked, backing up.

"I don't know. Ok, thanks for catching me and saving my life, but I'm tired and I want to get home." Hiccup grumbled, deciding on another route up. He looked back, to see the dragon still looking at him. "What?" he asked, then started climbing.

"_Why don't you just fly?"_

"Well we all know how that turned out." Hiccup shot back dryly, as he grasped the rock above him, and pulled himself up, flexing nonexistent muscles.

"_You look pretty pathetic right now"_

"Why _thank _you for that _wonderful _comment" Hiccup drawled sarcastically, as he tried to place his foot somewhere. He finally found a nook, and was able to go higher.

"_Don't step there…" _The dragon warned.

"I'll step where ever I need to step, thank you very-ah!" Hiccup gasped as the rock broke away. A sudden fear spiked out in him, and his nails immediately grew into sharp talons and dug into the rock easily. Catching his breath, Hiccup hung there for a second.

"_You have claws to?" _ Night Fury stated, seeing the razor sharp black claws that had penetrated through the rock like butter.

"Yes, I do. Now can you please be quiet!" The boy cried out, as he forced his claws to disappear. He finally managed to get to his ledge, and looked down again at the Night Fury that was still sitting contently below.

"Um…are you going to go?" Hiccup asked awkwardly. The dragon slumped. "Whats wrong?"

"_Are you a Night Fury?" _The black beast asked, tilting his head. Hiccup shrugged.

"I don't know…what is a 'Night Fury' anyways?" He replied, sitting down. He looked up to the sky, watching as the stars slowly traced their path across the inky black expanse.

"_A Night Fury is only the most feared creature ever…human and dragons fear me." _The Night Fury boasted proudly, puffing out his chest and raising his head. "_But…there are only a few of us left. I've never seen another of my kind." _The dragon added, lowering his head.

"Oh...I'm sorry for that. But as you can see, I'm not really a dragon." The boy empathized. He took his hands out from underneath his cloak, seeing the black scales that dotted his arms slink into his skin from his last panic attack. No, he wasn't a dragon. Nor human. Something in between. And he hadn't seen anyone else of his kind either.

"_Ah, but you have the same wings as me. The same claws. The same scales." _He listed, seeing the dark black scales on the boys thin arms. Hiccup nodded. The Night fury hopped up on the ledge with ease. _"You may not be a dragon fully, but you are at least half Night fury." _

**-o—**

Hiccup sat in his cave, looking warily at the stubborn Night Fury who was curled up by the mouth of the cave. He didn't seem to want to leave, not to leave the boy alone. The boys attention was turned to the dwindling fire he had made. Shivering as he did every night, Hiccup hugged his knees to his chest and tucked his hands under his legs.

He closed his eyes, ignoring the shivering and goose bumps. He stole one more glance at the Night Fury, before finally falling asleep.

-o—

He woke up to…warmth? Hiccup's eyes shot open, but all he saw was black for a moment. Panicking, he scrambled to his feet and pushed the black away, much to his surprise. He was blinded for a moment by the light of early morning. He also jolted back as he saw a peacefully sleeping black beast, a small gap between its chest and tail where Hiccup had been.

He gulped, before rushing out of the cave. Sure he liked to help dragons, and somewhat trusted them, but he had never really been that close to them. That Night Fury must've trusted him though, because Hiccup could've easily killed him….

At the ledge of the cave, Hiccup carefully lowered himself off it before hopping down. So, then he started down the mountain, heading down towards the vast forests Berk was known for.

But a silent whoosh from above warned Hiccup of a visitor. He looked up, to see the Night Fury sitting in a tree looking down at him. Sighing, Hiccup decided to keep walking.

"_What cha' doing?" _The dragon purred, jumping down from the tree. The boy rolled his eyes.

"Walking." He simply said, and did so through the thick undergrowth and out jutting roots.

"_Oh, ok." _The dragon crooned, and trotted up beside him, looking at the lonely boy. The said boy beside him looked ahead and pushed branches out of the way, climbing over logs. The Night Fury still followed, for whatever reason.

Hiccup groaned at the dragons persistency. "Why are you following me?" he broke the silence. The dragon paused, looking at him again with big acidic green eyes.

"_I told you before didn't I? You look lonely" _The dragon seemed to smirk, then trotted back up beside Hiccup.

"So in other words, you're not going to leave me alone?" Hiccup inferred. The Night Fury stopped again, as if thinking, then nodded. "Well I guess I need to know your name" Hiccup added.

"_I have no name…" _The dragon answered. Hiccup jumped as the dragon suddenly stopped by a small narrow river, and opened his jaws to catch a slimy fish from the rushing water. As Hiccup looked closer…he saw no teeth. This sparked an idea.

"How about Toothless?" Hiccup suggested, now smiling at his clever name.

"_Why-oh" _Toothless remembered his serrated teeth were still sheathed. So, he unsheathed them and they went right through the fish, stopping its wriggling.

"Oh…sorry, I thought you had no teeth for a second there" Hiccup retorted, now searching for another name in his head.

"_No, no Toothless is ok." _Toothless rushed, after swallowing the fish. The boy nodded, then a grin found itself back on his face.

"Alright then Toothless," Hiccup tested the name. He liked it to. "We better get going" He announced, and then started walking again.

"_Where?" _Toothless questioned, bounding up beside his new friend.

"Well, just to find some dragon traps. I disable them, you see. Also I free dragons from them. And those weird rope-y things that those fur-heads throw at the dragons" Hiccup ranted. Toothless nodded, then another question popped in his smart head.

"_Uh, what's a fur-head?" _

"Oh, they're kind of like me. The Boulder Tails call them that. See, they're bigger and meaner and _way _hairier. They also kill dragons to…which I don't like. In fact, I don't like them at all." Hiccups tone held a bit of the hate he held up inside for the 'fur-heads'.

Toothless rolled his eyes. Boulder Tails and their weird ways. _"Fur-heads are actually called Vikings, just saying." _The dragon informed.

"Vikings. That's even worse" Hiccup said, before stopping. "Ah ha! Here's one!" the boy leaned down, grabbing a thin piece of metal from a pocket in his concealing cloak. Toothless watched in interest as the boys nimble fingers unlocked and picked and unscrewed, until the trap fell apart, now just some metal and springs. For a boy who grew alone and in the forest, he was very smart.

Tucking his little instrument in the pocket again, Hiccup got up and looked at the dragon behind him. "Nosy much?" he joked, then started walking again.

-o—

"I will be back Astrid, don't worry." Mr. Hofferson said, grabbing his sword off the wall. Astrid grumbled as he ruffled her hair, then hugged her mother.

"I wish Stoick would just give up on the nest" Astrid sighed, setting her ax on the table.

"Hey, you be nice to that man. He works very hard for the village, and only does things if it's for the best." Astrid's mother scolded, waving a pan in her direction. "He has had great losses, the village is the only reason he lives, that's what people say" her mom muttered the last part.

Astrid knew her mom was still getting over the death of Valka, the chief's wife and her best friend. Even it was two years ago, things took time.

"Bye girls!" Mr. Hofferson called, hugging both of the bickering girls before grabbing his bag. "I'll be back, try not to hurt each other before then!" the jolly man trilled, before laughing and shutting the door behind him.

"Bye dad…" Astrid murmured sadly, before grabbing her ax again and climbing upstairs. She looked out the window, brushing light blond bangs from her face, and watched as a fleet of ships sailed away out to sea, her beloved father among the many men. She prayed to Thor that nothing bad would happen. Odin to. Why not Freya as well?

It was still afternoon, so only when the ships disappeared over the horizon, the girl came downstairs and out the door. She sighed deeply as Snotlout immediately noticed her, and strided over along with the twins.

This was going to be a long day….

**Hello again! Sorry for that wait, took me a bit to choose which way this story was going to go. But now its all good, all figured out so get ready for the twistedness ahead! :D**

**Again, sorry for all the dialogue. Well, was it too much? I don't know. I apologize if there's any mistakes, I'm my own beta so…things like this may happen. How was Toothless? I thought he was cute, as always :3**

**Question: do you think the summary is ok?**

**And thank you to…**

**Faisyah, Guest, Sapphire Roz, A Fan, Aegis Dragon, Midnightsky0612, GeekGirl276, and DaEpicNinja *catches breath* for their awesome, inspiring, insert other gushy words, reviews! I really appreciate them! Oh yah, review please :) I wuv reviews :3 Lol. **

**Enough of my blabbering! Have a nice day/night/afternoon! :D**


	5. Astrids Ax

"_Your fingers are bleeding…" _Toothless crooned, looking at his little friend with worry. Hiccup had been picking traps all day, leaving the tips of his fingers raw and some scrapes. Nothing he wasn't used to though.

Hiccup shrugged, and wiped the blood off on his pants. It was only a few beads, but they smeared over the leather making it red. Frowning, Hiccup gave up trying to rub it off, then looked over at Toothless. "Well, I'm done for today." He looked up at the sky. "Its about the afternoon. I guess I should have some food." Toothless nodded, and offered to catch fish for him. Hiccup gladly accepted, and the dragon bounded and took off into the sky, through the trees.

Hiccup jumped when a strained roar came rushing to his ears. Immediately, he dashed through the bushes to see a full grown Monstrous Nightmare, or Flame-Skins, as he called them. Its leg was caught in a chain from a trap he missed.

The Flame Skin snarled defensively seeing Hiccup, its skin sparking. Hiccup put up his hands, showing he had no weapons. And slowly, crooning soothingly, Hiccup walked up to the trapped dragon. The boy didn't know why, but making the crooning noise seemed to calm stressed dragons, even if it was awkward for him to make.

The Flame Skin let Hiccup destroy the chain and trap, still tense but its yellow eyes echoed trust. After the chains fell, the Flame Skin nudged the boy gently, almost purring its appreciation. Hiccup was quite used to this. Dragons always showed their appreciation, sometimes like this, or other weird ways. And they always remember you for what you did to them….

Soon the dragon finally spread its scarlet wings, then flew away, to wherever dragons go when they're not on Berk. Hiccup smiled, then returned towards the place he last saw Toothless. Hiccup had to admit, he had never seen such an intelligent, and a little bit strange, of a dragon. Right then, the said dragon dived through the canopy and gently glided to a graceful stop. He had no fish though…or as Hiccup thought….

"Did you eat them all on the way here? Hungry?" Hiccup teased, before hesitantly letting his talons grow from his fingers, and headed to the small trickling river. Toothless padded over to him, knocking over Hiccup. The boy plopped on his butt, and he went to get up.

But stopped in worry as Toothless' eyes rolled back, and his mouth opened. A small gurgling sound from the back of his throat sounded. Then, a slimy fish slid from his throat, and landed in Hiccups lap with a disgusting squish. Hiccup felt revolted, and was going to barf when another slimy fish plopped onto his lap, dragon spit soaking through his pants and splattering his face.

"Ew. Toothless! Ugh…I'm gonna hurl…" Hiccup breathed, closing his mouth. "Why two, to make it worse?" Hiccup mumbled from behind his hand, which was covering his mouth.

"_Well…you're skinny and no offence, a little bit weak. Do you even eat? I can see your bones!" _The Night Fury listed, and nudged the fish towards Hiccup. Hiccup pushed his snout away, and pushed the fish off his lap. Flicking the spit from his clothes and hands, Hiccup made sure he wasn't going to throw up before talking.

"Yes, I do eat. Just not half digested fish coughed up by a Night Fury, sorry not my taste. I usually just catch the minnows that are in this river here-"

"_Minnows? Really? They barely have anything to offer! And with you being a half Night Fury and everything…you must have a bigger appetite." _Toothless argued, picking up the fish and shoving into Hiccup with them.

The boy grumbled and pushed the dragon, even if it made no difference. "Yah whatever! I'll eat what I want to eat. In fact, I'll eat anything besides that" Hiccup snapped, then quickly grabbed the gross fish and chucked them far off into the forest. Toothless bounded after them, growling, _"You will eat them!" _

"Try me!" Hiccup yelled before running the opposite direction, dodging trees and jumping over logs. He only increased his speed when he heard four other feet crashing through the forest after him. Hiccup agilely gripped a low hanging branch with his clawed hands, and swung up out of sight. He saw the Night Fury look back and forth, then bound through the bushes.

Catching his breath, Hiccup hopped down and walked casually through the brush. He was proud. He had just outrun a-

Suddenly two paws knocked Hiccup over onto his back, and slobbery fish were dropped onto his face.

-Night Fury. Yup, no one outruns a Night Fury…what was he thinking….

"_Eat." _Toothless said sternly, keeping a writhing Hiccup pinned to the ground.

"Ugh no! I'll eat, just not these!" Hiccup gagged as the scent of the fish invaded his nostrils, and some of the fish oil and Night Fury spit leaked into his mouth. "I'm _really _starting to not like you" Hiccup growled from under the dragon.

Toothless, startled by Hiccups coughs, jumped back. Hiccup got up and threw the fish off his poor face, wiping it off. Toothless looked down at him, then flicked his tail.

"_Fine. Eat your stupid minnows." _Toothless grouched, before eating the discarded fish. Hiccup sighed in relief, then walked back to the river.

-o

"I'm sorry Astrid! The sun was in my eyes. Do you want me to block out the sun? I can do that, just not-whoa!" Snotlout flirted, before narrowly dodging a sharp Nadder spike flung at him. Astrid tuned him out as she held up her shield, all the spikes digging themselves deep in her shield. She flung the useless piece of equipment away before flipping over another wave of the sharp things.

Expertly Astrid leaped onto a spike embedded in the wood, climbing them like a ladder to the top of the wooden walls.

Today, their mentor Gobber set up the place like a huge maze, only they had to make it out without being killed by a Deadly Nadder. Easy right?

Maybe what Astrid was doing, going on top of the maze, was cheating but it was to cool for anyone to complain. Astrid had so much skill for a girl her age, demonstrated as she flipped and landed easily on the thin walls like an experienced gymnast. She was determined to win the honor of killing the Monstrous Nightmare, even though she didn't have much competition besides Snotlout. But he was too busy flirting with her to focus so…yah.

Astrid twirled her axe, before flinging it at the Nadder, pinning it to the wall by its tail tip. The poor creature cried out, thrashing and growling loudly. Astrid simply hopped down, now at the exit of the maze.

"Great job, as always Astrid." Gobber said almost glumly. He and the chief, Stoick had been like this for a few days. Astrid's mom said something about Stoicks son's birthday would be in like three days, or would be if the kid hadn't died when he was born. Everyone noticed the two mens attitude change during this time period. "Snotlout! Stop marveling at the thing and get in there!" Gobber suddenly yelled, seeing Snotlout stare at a spike that almost went through his face.

"Oh, yah just giving that stupid Nadder my deadly stare down!" the buff boy yelled back, snapping out of it and letting out a frightful cry before charging through the maze. "Snotlout Snotlout oi oi oi!"

Astrid rolled her eyes. Just then Ruffnut exited the maze, smiling her usual michievious smile. "Yah! Take that Tuffnut! You got beat by a girl! Two girls!" Ruffnut boasted, as her twin brother rushed out beside her.

"No fair! You smashed my head into the wall!" Tuffnut replied shakily, straightening his helmet.

"Did not!"

"Did to!"

"Liar!"

"Yak face!"

"Chicken butt!"

"Troll wart!"

Astrid decided to stop listening, and watched as Snotlout exited the maze and flexed his muscles. "Now that's how you do it like a real Viking!" he rejoiced. Not far after, Fishlegs burst through panting. The enraged Deadly Nadder followed, shrieking and flinging poisonous spikes everywhere, even with the tip of its tail chopped off.

"Calm down ya' sissy!" Gobber grumbled, pushing the angry creature into its cage, where it thrashed in. He locked the gates securely, then looked at his students.

"Class is over. You all did well. Lunch is ready in the Great Hall." Gobber said blankly, before turning and leaving. Astrid looked after him with worry. She never really knew the chiefs child, no one did. But apparently he was very loved before he died, also grieved greatly.

Snotlout didn't care, neither did anyone else, as all the teens exited the arena and crossed the bridge. The girl scoffed at their selfishness, well besides poor Fishlegs, and ran to catch up to them, but grabbed her handy axe first.

-0-0-

Astrid sat beside Ruffnut, her fellow female, and Snotlout of course by her other side.

"Did you see the way I bruised that Nadders skull? He got off easy, I could of cracked it in half if I wanted to!" The boy boasted, crushing his meal as if to illustrate his actions. Astrid picked at her meal, looking around the table. There was an empty seat besides Tuffnut. Huh. Maybe if Stoicks son was alive…maybe he would sit there…

Astrid shook her head, shrugging off the thoughts. She really needed to stop listening to her mom. She rambled on and on about Stoick and Valka, knowing the couple for awhile. Astrid kind of wished her mom would stop. Even though it was interesting…it was very annoying and it was messing with her head.

**Astrid is off being awesome and Astrid-ey…meanwhile Hiccup is being forced to eat by a Night Fury…yup, that's Hiccup for you, folks. And then theres the twins…lol.**

**Hoped you liked the chapter! Personally, I did. **

**Review please! I wuv feedback! :3**

**Thanks for reading and have a nice day/night!**


	6. Black Scales

**I don't own How To Train Your Dragon, the characters, or Berk, or the Hooligans, Berserkers, Outcasts, Deadly Nadders and so on. I only own this plot, or this particular fanfiction. The rest belongs to Cressida Cowell and DreamWorks! :)**

The sun was finally setting, the blazing oranges and yellows and reds splattered across the evening sky. Hiccup admired it from his rock ledge, legs crossed. With his forest green eyes, he looked up at the other colors.

Toothless came down from his evening flight, coming and sitting beside Hiccup. The brunette looked over, but ignored the dragon and looked back at the sunset. He always loved them. Especially in winter when the white snow reflects the warm colors, making the white seem like flames.

They were comforting in some weird way. Same as the dragons.

Getting up finally, Hiccup yawned and turned towards his cave. The walls of his cave were covered in different charcoal drawings of dragons, each species drawn out and studied. Hiccup was always fascinated by dragons, how they worked, and how they managed to fly.

Even the hugest dragons could lift to the air. It was amazing. Hiccup could fly to…but he didn't know how, and he was to scared to. Even though his wings ached very badly each day, never being able to stretch. Frowning, Hiccup rolled his shoulders, trying to brush off the dull ache.

Toothless followed, looking curiously back and forth. He stopped and sniffed at a new drawing on the wall. _"Is that me?" _He asked, tilting his head.

"Yup. Like it? I tried my best, but you're so hard to draw." Hiccup shrugged, admiring his sketches as well.

"_Meh. It could be better." _

Hiccup rolled his eyes and sat down next to his fire pit, flicking some flint and steel together. He jumped back as a sudden blast of blue flame erupted the air in front of him, and a big fire was in its place. Hiccup glared at the black dragon's smug face.

"_Uh, you're welcome?" _Toothless chirped.

"Yah whatever. I could of done it anyways." Hiccup bluffed.

"_Whoa! You breathe fire to?" _Toothless exclaimed excitedly, walking towards the strange boy.

"No-well I have never tried before…" Hiccup muttered, then pushed away the over curious dragon. The dragon froze then, his ear flaps twitching and his pupils slitted. Hiccup tapped his snout. "Hello? You there you crazy lizard?" Toothless said nothing. Then, the black beast suddenly ran out the cave, taking off into the sky.

"Hey! Where are you going?!" Hiccup yelled, running towards the edge of the ledge. But Toothless easily disappeared into the now black sky. "Toothless!" He yelled again, but no answer. But he did feel a dull buzzing sound in the back of his head, as he did every time there was…

Hiccup winced as a loud crash was heard in the distance. He squinted his eyes, leaning dangerously forward. In the village in the distance, there was red, orange, and yellow flames, much like the sunset colors, flickering in the distance. Oh…a dragon attack. Probably again demanded by that stupid dragon queen, or whatever the Boulder Tails (Gronckles) were blabbering about the other day.

The Queen had a strange effect over the dragons. Hiccup had no idea what, but she was able to make thousands of dragons do her every commands. Hiccup even felt her mind powers trying to control him to, but he wasn't dragon enough to hear her commands.

Hiccup scowled, before turning to walk back to his cave. But something stopped him. A loud screech sounded through Berk, it was the familiar sound of a dragon being slaughtered. A blossom of anger in Hiccup bloomed, as he started down the mountain. The shrieks of pain and mercy were normal for Hiccup to hear, and he couldn't stand them. And the Vikings simply ignored them!

Unsheathing his claws, he stabbed them into a tree, breathing hard. It wasn't their fault. It was the Queens. Thousands of dragons died every year for her greedy purposes! And the Vikings where so stupid, they only know how to kill!

With a deep breathe, Hiccup calmed himself, pulling his claws from the poor tree. He only then noticed the black scales covering his arms and face, and his wings spread proudly behind him. Ugh, this always happened. Too much emotion, and he changes. It's like his dragon side gets excited.

Hiccup decided to leave his wings open. The night breeze felt nice against the achy wings.

-o—

"Ha! Got one!" Snotlout shouted, as he walked towards the bola tied Gronckle. It roared and snapped its huge jaws, growling and whimpering. But Snotlout simply brought his sword down into its chest, silencing its struggles.

Astrid finished putting out a fire, turning towards Snotlout. "Hey! You're supposed to be helping put out fires!" She breathed, before hauling a bucket towards the well.

"Yah whatever. You do that, and I'll kill stuff" he chuckled, before an ax was chucked and landed right beside his head. "Oh um ok let me help!" He yelped, grabbing a bucket.

Astrid sighed, before tossing her full bucket at Fishlegs, who barely caught it and splashed the cold water on a house fire.

It was only a minor attack thankfully, and the shield maidens and warriors who stayed behind from the nest searches easily drove off the dragons.

The last Nadder flew away, clutching a poor sheep in its talons.

Someone threw a bola at it though, and it dropped the sheep and crashed into the forest. "Ay Astrid, mind fetchin' that one for us?" Gobber asked, as he sharpened a sword.

"Sure, ok" Astrid said, and retrieved her ax from where she threw it at Snotlout and ran through the village, and into the dark forest that surrounded Berks north side.

-o—

A loud crash was heard from the right of Hiccup, and he perked up. Carefully he walked through the bushes, parting them to see a struggling Spine Scale (or a Deadly Nadder). Hiccup lowered his wings and sheathed his claws, and crept towards it.

"Hello there" Hiccup cooed out, nearing the dragon. The Spine Scale calmed a bit, recognizing his scent. Most of the dragons knew Hiccup as the 'Helper' or something like that.

"I'm just gonna undo this rope thing, and then you can go home. Ok?" Hiccup said soothingly, then rushed forward when the dragon relaxed. Quickly he snapped the ropes with his claws, letting them fall to the ground. The Spine Scale got up, but stopped and whimpered. Hiccup looked down to see its foot twisted at an odd angle.

"Oh no…uh…well…" Hiccup kneeled down to examine the foot. Ok, not that bad. In one swift movement, Hiccup snapped the bones back into place with a sickening crunch. The Spine Scale roared in pain. "Sorry sorry sorry! I had to do that girl! Sorry!"

The Spine Scale then purred and limped over to Hiccup to nuzzle him. "I know girl, it hurts." Hiccup patted the dragon's frill of spikes. "Hmm…how about a name for you?" Hiccup asked, knowing the Spine Shot would have to hang around until her ankle was better.

"Stormfly? How about that?" Stormfly squawked in agreement, flicking her tail. Hiccup smiled and started leading the dragon to his cave. The pretty blue dragon trotted with the strange boy, with a small limp. She felt very attached to this boy who freed her, and helped her. He smelt of Night Fury to, so he must be good protection.

-o—

"Aw c'mon!" Astrid growled, looking down at the snapped and ruined bola. She kicked it several times, grumbling.

"One job! One job Astrid, the dragon was tied down and everything! Ugh!" She hadn't gotten there fast enough. It was strange, every dragon that fell into the forest was never seen again. The flustered girl tromped around before throwing her ax at a tree, blowing out a breath. But as she retrieved it, something stopped her.

A small scale was on the ground. It was black and round, with the smallest sliver glint to it in the stars light. Astrid picked it up, feeling the smoothness of it carefully. "Huh. Weird…" She murmured, anger forgotten for a moment. She looked down at the ground. Trampled bushes.

She walked through the forest a bit, before stopping in front of a thick trunked oak.

Four deep, deep scratch marks were visible, bark ripped and teared. On another tree, four more marks where there, jagged and angry looking in the moonlight. Astrid gulped. Whatever did this, was powerful. She gasped when she saw another black scale. Clutching the black scales she walked a bit more, only seeing one more tortured tree before everything stopped. No more trails, scratches or anything.

Backing up, Astrid decided it would be best to leave…like right now…so she did, slightly scared.

**Hello again. So, how was this chapter? Hopefully it was good. I thought it was. But of course I would think that, right? :3**

**Review please! I love to read your theories, opinions, and feedback! And thanks for all the followers and favorites! You guys are awesome :D**

**Have a nice day/night :)**


	7. There Goes Lunch

**Hello :3**

"Sorry Gobber, it escaped." Astrid said glumly as she walked into the blacksmiths, the two scales she found hidden in her belt.

"Well at least we got the sheep back, eh?" Gobber replied, as he sharpened a sword. Astrid shrugged. She fingered the scales under her belt. Should she tell him? It would be best…there was something in that forest….

"Gobber…um…"

"Ya' lassie?" Gobber asked, not looking up from his work. Astrid made a split second decision. She decided maybe she should gather more information…plus it would be awkward to tell Gobber, and hard to tell him about the beautiful, sleek looking scales she found in the forest.

"Erm…can you sharpen my ax?" Astrid asked, holding it out.

"Sure…but didn't I just sharpen it yesterday?"

"Uh, yah but, you know, can't have it to dull or anything." Astrid finished smoothly. Thank god for her cleverness.

"Alright, hand t' over" Gobber said without another question. Astrid gave him her ax, then bid goodbye and walked home. She was in desperate need of sleep.

"Hey honey!" Astrid's mom said as she came in, setting down a bloodied sword, and whipped off her hands.

"Hi mom." Astrid groaned, stumbling up the staircase to her room. Her mom chuckled, and helped Astrid up the stairs. "Thanks…" Astrid said before collapsing on her bed and immediately drifting off to sleep. Astrid's mom patted her back, then walked downstairs to clean her sword.

-o—

Hiccup woke up to growling. Looking up drowsily, he saw a black blur come in the cave. Shaking his head, he saw both Stormfly and Toothless with arched backs and bared teeth.

"Guys, calm down" Hiccup murmured, getting up. Toothless glared at the dragon boy.

"_Who is this?!" _He growled.

"Her names Stormfly, and she'll be around for awhile, calm down you overgrown lizard" Hiccup snapped back. Stormfly seemed to scoff before calming down again. Hiccup glared back at Toothless. "And where did you go last night?"

"_The Queen called me. I can usually resist it, but for some reason I couldn't. Sorry." _Toothless relaxed from his defensive posture, and gazed innocently at his friend.

"_Night Fury, I heard she is getting stronger. You must be more aware." _Stormfly squawked at Toothless. The Night Fury nodded, before sitting on his haunches.

"_So, Hiccup. What are you going to do today?" _Toothless asked, peering at him. Hiccup came out with the minnows again, setting them down for Stormfly.

"Well, you and I can go hunt for some more food, check the traps, and so on. Stormfly will be safe here, I'll get her some food other than minnows." Hiccup listed, patting the injured dragon's neck. Stormfly chirped in agreement, as she quickly finished the little fish. Hiccup frowned. There goes his winter supply.

"_Ok! And I was thinking maybe I could teach you how to use those wings!" _Toothless exclaimed, already going towards the mouth of the cave.

"Yah, ok. Because we all know how well that will turn out." Hiccup said blankly, before waving goodbye at Stormfly and following his Night Fury friend.

-o—

Astrid grabbed her ax from Gobber, thanking him and starting back into the forest. She swiftly ran through it, back to the place where that Deadly Nadder should have been. Astrid walked back over to the trees, the sunlight making them better to make out. Whatever did the damage must've been mad or something, you could tell by the jaggedness of them. The thing who did this was strong to.

She took out the scales again, running her thumb over them. They were smooth and air foiled, and a pure black. Curious, Astrid walked around the trees and trampled bushes.

"Ah ha!" Astrid beamed, ripping a piece of black cloth snagged on a gnarled old bush. It still didn't help much. The fabric looked really old and worn out anyways. Sighing, Astrid tucked it into her belt beside the scales.

-o—

"Ow…" Hiccup moaned, as the back of his hood got caught in a tree, and he just stayed there, hanging. Toothless chuckled in his dragon way, looking up at Hiccup. The boys wings were tangled in the tree branches, also not helping with him getting down as he squirmed around.

"_Ok, stay still." _Toothless laughed.

"Wait…why do I have to stay-ah!" Hiccup yelped as a plasma blast knocked him from the tree, and he tumbled down. "Ouch. Again." Hiccup grumbled, as he got up.

"_Ha ha, oh sorry" _Toothless said between laughter. Hiccup rolled his eyes. He got up and dusted off his pants. He opened his wings again, looking at the sky.

"Ok, I'll try again." Hiccup said determinedly. Toothless watched as the dragon boy got a large running start, before jumping into the air. He got above the canopy, enjoying the rushing air on his cheeks. Toothless took off to, gliding beside Hiccup.

"_Good job! Now try a right turn."_ Toothless instructed. Hiccup nodded and tried to tilt his body to the right.

But he made it to rushed, and made a huge swerve sideways, flipping. With a small scream he crashed into the trees again. This time no branches were able to hold him up, so poor Hiccup crashed down and thumped on the ground.

Toothless came down smoothly, landing perfectly beside Hiccup. Done with flying, Hiccup folded his scratched wings into his back.

The Night Fury sniffed his friend, but Hiccup rolled over. _"What's wrong?" _Toothless asked.

"My _everything _hurts." Hiccup muttered, his sore limbs like dead weights. Toothless started laughing again, but pulled himself together.

"_Well you can't just lay there, you cripple." _Toothless joked, nudging his friend. Hiccup rolled over again. Toothless looked down at Hiccup, and nudged him again.

"Stop. Even that hurts." Hiccup complained. The Night Fury then picked up Hiccup by the collar of his hood, lifting him onto his back. "No. Don't you dare!" Hiccup yelped, suddenly more aware. Toothless grinned a gummy smile before shooting into the air.

"Ahhhh!" Hiccup screamed, clutching onto Toothless desperately. "Go down! Go down! Not-aw not up you useless reptile!" Hiccup shouted over the whistling wind. Toothless started plunging into the ocean, then coming up, thoroughly enjoying himself as he did barrel rolls, and a loop-de-loop for good measure.

Meanwhile, Hiccup was sputtering out the cold water and starting to feel very sick. His face turning a light green, he struggled to keep lunch down.

Finally Toothless swooped down gracefully, and landed on the ledge outside of Hiccups cave. Hiccup stumbled off of the crazy dragon, cold and slightly sick. Stormfly came out of the cave, looking at Hiccup who was now throwing up his insides, to Toothless.

"_What happened to him?" _She asked. Toothless gave another gummed grin.

"_I took him for this awesome ride." _The Night Fury boasted. Stormfly just looked at him funny. _"What?" _

The Spine Scale herded Hiccup inside with her wing, motherly instincts taking over. She sat down, pulling Hiccup close to her warm body.

Toothless growled a little bit before prying Hiccup from Stormfly, and setting the boy down beside him. Hiccup was _his _friend anyways. The Night Fury wrapped his wings around Hiccup, keeping the shivering teen as warm as he could. _"Sorry" _Toothless said.

"Its ok." Hiccup answered, muffled by the large black wings covering him. A pang in his stomach suddenly warned him. "Toothless! Let me out!"

**Yes! You get another update!**

**Hehe, poor Hiccup. Barfing his insides out everywhere…. XD**

**Ok, just a warning, the climax will start building next chapter. Yay! Yup, it may be up soon though. Right now where I live its April and yet its snow storming outside, so I can't really do anything besides draw or write :I **

**See you later!**


	8. Pacing Pacing, Both are Pacing

**Sorry for the strange chapter title :P **

"Hey Astrid, want to check out the Gronckle head I have? I caught it myself the other day" Snotlout said, leaning against the great hall doors. "And then maybe you could stay around for a bit after…" That comment got him shoved aside roughly, his helmet flying off and clanking on the ground. "Ok! Maybe next week then?"

Astrid kept walking, rolling her eyes. Snotlout _really _had to stop hitting on her. One day she may snap on him… and it won't be pretty. Plus she was too focused on the mystery she got herself mixed into to. Where did those scratches and scales come from?

She was heading to the forest, again, claiming that she was going to practice ax throwing. Astrid knew she should've just dismissed the marks, but she was too stubborn to just simply forget them.

-o—

Hiccup looked over at Stormfly suspiciously. She was now limping more noticeably, and something sticky looked dribbling from under the strips of deer hide. He gestured her over, and she walked towards him, hesitant.

Stormfly whimpered as Hiccup removed the splint, unwrapping the deer hide. Frowning, he looked at the gooey red stuff forming under her scales. "Crap. Its infected" He stated, poking the infection with a small twig. Stormfly then growled in pain. "Sorry there girl."

Hiccup winced as pus started oozing out. Oh gods that was disgusting.

Toothless sat behind Hiccup, looking at the infected wound. He crooned at Stormfly, despite his jealousy for her. The poor Spine Scale was in pain. Hiccup leaned back on his knees, thinking. He had only dealed with infection once. It was a Flame Skin, but Hiccup had caught it earlier and was able to easily heal it with forest herbs.

But this was different. There was more, and it was red instead of its usual green. And it also hurt her. Hiccups mind then reminded him where else he could get the medication for it…

…the village. But that would be dangerous. And he had to be quick about it, as well as deal with those thick headed Vikings.

"_Hiccup…what are you going to do?" _Toothless asked, sadness in his tone. Hiccup stood up straighter.

"I need to work on my flying." Hiccup said firmly.

"_Why?" _

"So I can get to that village faster, of course." Hiccup lisped, walking towards the mouth of the cave.

"_Whoa whoa whoa, slow down! You can't just waltz into there! Hiccup, if they find out what you are…they'll kill you!" _Toothless rambled, hopping in front of Hiccup. He tried to nudge him backwards, but Hiccup pushed past Toothless.

"Its ok Toothless. I won't have to worry about that. Because they _won't _know what I am."

-o—

Astrid threw her ax, watching as it splintered wood and dug deep into bark. In frustration, she pulled out the ax and flung it again blindly, and yet it still hit the middle of the tree. "One clue! Please!" she yelled, before flinging it again, this time the ax landed in a small river. "Great" she said, then cursed. The handle of her ax was cold, wet and slippery.

So she stuck it in a tree, and kept walking. Twirling the scales in her hand, Astrid took some time to cool down. "Alright" she breathed, looking up at the blue sky. She frowned as she looked over to see grey clouds gathering near the mountains.

Snow. That means winter is coming. Great.

Kicking a pebble, Astrid paced around. _She _wanted to find the creature so _she _could slay it. Or capture it, but she didn't have any bolas.

Astrid could already feel the cool breezes setting in, bringing it the snow clouds lazily. Rubbing her goose bumped arms, she stopped her continuous pacing.

-o—

Hiccup took off, gently flapping his wings until he was fairly high. So far so good. As soon as he attempted to fly, his natural instincts took over, and allowed him to steer elegantly and glide very far distances. He was getting good.

Toothless was back at the cave with Stormfly, helping her nurse the wound. Hiccup couldn't believe it got infected. How? He had cleaned it, sealed it, and splinted it well. Sighing, Hiccup glided down towards a small cove, coming in for a rocky landing. He stumbled, before tripping over clumsy feet and landing flat on his face on hard, frost laced ground. Rubbing his sore chin, Hiccup got up, dusting off his tattered black cloak.

He walked to a small cave hidden under thick roots of a large tree, picking up some wet moss and herbs before shoving them in his pocket.

Rubbing his temples from stress, Hiccup found himself pacing in the cave. Oh, what had he just committed to? Going to that village? Is he really serious? Toothless was right. If they found out who he was…only the great white blazing stars would know what they would do to him. Probably call him a monster- Hiccups heart tightened at that word –and most defiantly kill him. He was a freak. Probably a mistake of nature, a screw up, a loose end.

But Stormfly…

She would die if he didn't do anything. Slowly…drudgingly…painfully…. He felt his scales lifting to his skin as he thought of the fate of his dragon friend. A sudden anger spiked in him, and he kicked a large rock. It split in two.

Taking deep breaths, Hiccup calmed down. No use in getting angry at himself.

Then he plopped down on the ground, hugging his knees close to himself. Why did he have to have such a messed up life? Why did he get tangled in this mess?

_Because you care, _he answered himself. Yes, he did care. He did care for the wellbeing of his scaly friends. Any dragon really, besides the wicked Queen. No, not her. She deserves to die for her greed, her lust for blood and worse, occasionally dragon blood.

Standing again, Hiccup walked out of the cave into the cove. A rush of confidence now confined deep within, he shot into the air, flying back to his friends.

Because he cared.

-o-

_**Crack.**_

The girl jumped as a loud crunch filled the woods. Light on her feet, she crept over to the source of the sound. This way or that way? Confused, she now aimlessly snuck around. It wasn't until a few seconds later when a large whoosh of wind and a fast black streak made her jump back. Sliding down a slope into a pretty cove, she desperately searched the grey sky.

Nothing! It was gone!

But something caught her attention. A large boulder was in two pieces, specks of it crumbled around it. Whoa.

**Whoa is right Astrid. You almost saw the Half Fury. Hehe.**

**Sorry if it's a bit shorter than usual, I didn't want to drawl out this chapter. My apologies. Hope ya'll liked it! I enjoyed writing this, with a stressed Hiccup and a frustrated Astrid. And a infected Stormfly… :(**

**And now Hiccup can fly! Kind of. More like glide.**

**And OMG my brain gears have been turning. I have SO many ideas for this, as well as awesome battle scenes. Hate to get ahead of myself, but I also have amazing plans for a sequel…**

**Sorry. I just love this idea of half dragon Hiccup. There are so many possibilities! To bad for you guys, you have to wait to find out all my plans. Lol. **

**Ok, I'm done talking. Oh wait! No I'm not! Thanks for the reviews and favs, and follows!**

**Now I'm done. Have a nice day/night/afternoon! .D.**


	9. Crash Landing

**This is it guys. My test chapter. I will be deleting all the chapters after chapter 9 in a while. I'm sorry if you don't like it, but in order for me to continue I have to start fresh. I drew out the beginning a bit to much, I noticed, so hopefully this will resolve it. Though I'm going to make sure the story still makes sense. Tell me what you think about the change, and which scenes from the chapters over 9 you want me to somehow squeeze in :3 Thanks for your patience, and understanding. Here we go!**

-0-

"_No!" _Toothless growled sternly, blocking Hiccups way.

"Toothless, you don't understand. Stormfly is going to die if I don't do this. And I need you to stay behind to look after her!" Hiccup said, backing up to kindly scratch under the Scale Shot's neck. Stormfly crooned and nudged Hiccup.

"_You can't just make such rash decisions!" _Toothless argued, plopping down on his haunches. Hiccup sighed and looked at the Night Fury for a while.

"I know its stupid. But I could never forgive myself if some dragon died because I wasn't brave enough to get the cure. I'm sorry Toothless, but I'm going." Tightening a leather belt he put on, Hiccup walked past Toothless, patting him on the back. "I'll be back soon. Watch over Stormfly please!"

And with that, Hiccup spread his wings and ran off the ledge of the mountain, gliding through chilly air. Toothless watched worriedly, and didn't turn around before Hiccup was a mere speck in the sky.

"_He'll be ok, won't he?" _Stormfly squawked. Toothless seemed to frown.

"_We can only hope. Good thing he's smart" _The Night Fury huffed.

-o—

"Good job Astrid." Gobber exclaimed as Astrid was able to flip over an angry Zippleback head. Today they were practicing stealth and smarts. Something very few of them had.

Astrid nodded, grabbing a bucket off the ground and running at the head that was starting to spark the green smoke. "YAAHHHHH!" She cried, as she doused the sparking head in water, and clocked it upside the face afterwards. The one head screeched and tried to flick her aside, the other head snapping at her.

She kicked the snapping one, then wacked it as well with the bucket before disappearing into the smoke. She heard Snotlout charging as well, but Astrid simply came from behind the dragon as it was busy with Snotlout. The Twins came out to, yelling and shoving each other to get to the confused dragon first.

Gobber watched with satisfaction as, for once, the teens were able to scare the dragon and push it into its cage. They were all doing fairly well for beginners.

"Good job, all of ye'" Gobber yelled, coming towards them. All the teens straightened their backs and looked just as approved as Gobber was. "Your skills ye' showed today will come in handy tomorrow! We're doin' teamwork!" He praised as he opened the heavy metal gates. "Rest up!"

All the teens exited, in their usual group. Astrid hung back around Fishlegs, even though half the time he was blabbering about all these different dragons, she still preferred him over Snotlout. He was also the most trustful individual of the group for Astrid.

She was very tempted. Tempted to spill the secrets she had been keeping from everyone…

Astrid was an outgoing individual. Unafraid to speak her mind. But when she knew she couldn't…that was something she struggled with. Especially when it was as mysterious as the mystery she was figuring out, and she needed help.

Maybe she could talk to Fishlegs after dinner.

-o—

Astrid walked home from practice in a rush for the Mead hall. She weaved between buildings, making sure the two black scales were safe in her belt.

She walked through a small clearing near the hall near the forest surrounding it, a small shortcut. She knew if she didn't get there earlier enough, there'd just be scraps. Astrid felt herself shudder at the thought of her last experience with the leftover 'food' they set out for latecomers.

The girl was about to reach the Hall, but something caught her eye. She looked up just in time to see a black speck against the darkening evening sky. Narrowing her eyes, her eyebrows raised when she saw the fine outline of obvious wings. Curious why a dragon would be out when it was still light, she found herself running away from the Hall.

Astrid grunted as she jumped a fence, and rushed over to a barrel of weapons and grabbed a bola and grabbed her ax from her belt. The new fallen snow crunched underfoot, as she wandered further from the village. She saw the speck wobble in the distance, dipping and swerving.

She swore she heard a sound from it, as it came lower to the ground. Gripping her ax, she tried to make her steps quieter as she entered the forest, eyes on the sky at all times.

-0—

Hiccup was battling the wind. He awkwardly flapped his wings against it, but also tried to keep his balance as well. It was shaky, but so far so good. However the winter wind blew him over the village, and over the forest again. He tried to go forward again, maybe land at the edge of the forest, but that wasn't working so well.

He shouted in surprise as he accidently made a sharp incline, before spreading his bat-like wings to gain more altitude. He nervously looked around, thinking someone might've heard him. Seeing no one had, he carried on slowly lowering himself into the forest.

-0—

Astrid watched as her target started lowering. Still, so far she couldn't make out the whole dragon. Just its wide, black wings. She had never seen such a dark colored dragon, usually they were bright colored and covered with horns and frills. So far she saw none of this.

The weight in her left hand reminded her of the bola she had. Smirking with confidence, she searched for a gap in the many trees. That dragon was as good as gone, and it would be her first catch. On her own to!

Holding her breath for a moment, she drew back her arm. When she breathed out, she flung the bola into the air, watching it intently as it flew through the air…

-0—

Hiccup was doing quite well now. Perhaps he was getting pretty good at this flying stuff. Soon he was close enough to the ground that he could just about reach out and grab the tops of the tallest trees. The wind was now just a chilly winter breeze, no longer gusting.

He was about to touch down, proud of himself when-

The Half Fury felt the breath knocked right out of him. His arms got slammed to his sides, and his wings folded under the pressure of a…of a bola?!

He couldn't help but scream- but it came out like a breathless gasp/shriek - as he felt himself plummet to the ground. He tried to free his noodle arms, mostly by attempting to flail them about, and kicking his feet like he was riding some bicycle.

Hiccup at least turned himself so his back faced the ground, so at least his face wouldn't get crushed. It was weird, the few seconds of nothing supporting him, and just the wind filling his ears, as he came down to earth.

In mere seconds he hit the trees, branches slapping him and scratching at him like some wild animals. He continued to scream, having nothing else to do. And then…he plopped onto the ground with a loud thump.

_Everything _hurt. His head, his wings, his arms, his legs. And it pained him mentally to think of what was coming next. Some crazed, bloodthirsty Viking winging around a sword at him most likely. He struggled, and tried to get his black claws to snap the rope. But they were wound tight down by his hips, and his skinny fingers would not touch the teasing rope.

A dragon-like instinct took over him, as the feeling of being trapped washed over him. He thrashed and wiggled, all the while there was scales rising to his skin, and his pupils narrowed to diamonds. He even felt a dangerous growl build in his chest, and come out loudly.

He would _not _be killed. Not today at least, he had a sick dragon at his cave, as well as a worried one. He had friends to return to, traps to open.

-0-

Astrid could hear growls, even from here. But she was also horribly confused. That dragon-or whatever it was- sounded very human going down. Maybe it was a new trick they learned? Or it was a new dragon?

She followed a small trail of falling branches and twigs, holding her ax even tighter than before. Soon the growls were louder, and Astrid kept her breath as she moved aside a bush, stepping into the area of her prey...


	10. Hallucinations?

Well, this was _not _what Astrid was expecting. Was she hallucinating? What did she eat before this? Was she dreaming? She really, _really _hoped that she was. The Viking girl stared, frozen in place, feet like lead, at this...thing?

It was humanoid- kind of? Covered in black scales, scary looking eyes that reminded her of the forest. Although instead of a scary glare or blast of fire from the thing, its eyes were wide like saucers, and it looked like it wanted to shrink. Its wings look rubbed raw from the rope, and it had scratches on the visible skin between the hard black scales. She noticed, then, the rest of the face. A fairly big nose, lots of freckles, and mouth. All human.

Astrid felt her arms waver, and noticed her ax above her head and her dumb expression. Quickly she wiped it away, and stalked closer to the thing. Whatever it was, it should be an impressive kill for the village right?

She (thought) she was about to drop the ax on the creature, when suddenly...

"Uh, can you please _not _whack my head off?" Came a shaky voice. Astrid paused and looked down to see the creature with an awkward, crooked smile. "Cause you know, I don't feel like turning into a fountain of blood and stuff..." It rambled on.

"You-you can talk?" She gasped, but tried to keep a menacing tone. Didn't work all that well. The creature looked up at her, and started to scoot back a bit with its gangly legs.

"I'm pretty sure, yes. I'm surprised you can even talk, wow!" He was obviously trying to be sarcastic, but Astrid caught the shakiness in his voice at times. He scooted back a bit more. Astrid frowned and tried to say something back, but the whole feel of oddness of the situation stopped the words in her throat. She was talking to him? To it? What was even happening! She should have killed it before it decided to chat with her. She raised her ax for a third time, but she jumped back when she saw nothing.

A snap to her right notified her of the escapee. She ran as well, soon seeing the awkward, unbalanced run of the weird-talking-thing, as it dashed through the forest. He tripped a lot, and could hardly be described as graceful. Astrid caught up with him, whacking him across the head with the flat of her ax.

"_Why _would you _do _that?!" He groaned, as he tipped over and fell face-first into the cold, snowy ground. Astrid didn't respond, and instead she dropped the handle of the vertical ax on his gut. His legs went up comically, before falling back down on the ground. As he started to talk again, Astrid scowled.

"What in Thor's name are you?!" She growled, picking him up by the ropes -still wrapped tightly around his upper body- And shoving him into a tree. "Tell me right now!"

The thing looked around awkwardly, gears in his head ticking. "Uh, well, I'm a spirit! Yes, a powerful spirit sent from- uh Thor, yes the mighty Thor, to give you a message! A very important message! You must listen! Untie me and I shall-" He puffed out his chest, but quickly deflated as he found the sharp of an ax at his throat.

"Why would Thor send _you?_" She spat. "Our worst enemy, burner of villages, a dragon thing like you!" Hiccup took this in. Oh yah...dragons plus Vikings equals...well, looks like he just dug himself a hole. He would of face palmed, but currently he couldn't move his hands to his face.

"Ok, so maybe I'm not a messenger to Thor..." He began. That did not help the Vikings mood, as she bared her teeth. Yikes, if it was one thing that the Vikings had to work on, it was anger issues. "But I'm defiantly not here to hurt anyone, just help...someone" He felt himself laugh awkwardly. "So you can just let me go, forget about this, and-"

Astrid dropped him, then pushed him into a large bush, none to gently. "Shut up!" She hissed, looking around as she heard her name called. From the forest came Fishlegs, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut.

"Hi Astrid. Gobber sent us to bring you back to the village, its going to snowstorm tonight and he wants everyone at the hall." said the meek teen, twiddling his thumbs. Tuffnut shoved him aside.

"Where you _talking _to yourself?" The male twin asked bluntly. Astrid flicked her eyes back at the bush, then to the group of teens in front of her.

"No, why would you say that?" Astrid firmly declined. Ruffnut shoved the helmet over her brothers eyes and punched him down.

"Yah, why are you so stupid?" She laughed. Tuffnut popped up.

"Why are _you _so stupid?" He argued.

Astrid rolled her eyes, then looked to Fishlegs. "Tell Gobber I'll be there soon. Take the twins back, I'll catch up" She ordered. As if sensing her fowl mood currently, he quickly nodded and rambled to the twins that they had to go. After much complaining, they followed the boy back to the village.

As soon as they were a reasonable distance away, Astrid felt herself jump as the creature she shoved rolled out of the bush. "There's _more _of you? Inviting them over for a slaughter fest? Did you send them away to grab their weapons? And also, ouch" Said the thing bluntly, worry still tinging his tone.

"_No_, I just sent them back to the village. They aren't around anymore, so now you can answer my question or be minced!" Astrid was getting increasingly confused, and flustered.

"Ah, sure. But what was the question again? Getting your head banged around does numbers on your memory" He said with a wince, noticing the pain at the back of his head. Most likely from falling from the sky and onto hard ground, then slammed into a tree, then finally be pushed over into a bush.

"What are you?!" She almost yelled. Yup, she was going insane. Most definitely. The thing looked pained for a second, before letting out a long sigh.

"_I _don't even know what I am. No use asking that question, crazy-hostile-stranger." He said, sounding a bit sad. Astrid was not amused by this answer, however.

"How can you not know what you are?" Her tone was a bit less angry this time, and more curious.

"Easy. Say, one day wings pop out of your back with no explanation. That's how you start questioning what you are" The strange thing answered.

"Stop being so sarcastic!" Astrid protested, finally picking up on his attitude.

"Sorry! But I didn't plan on being shot from the sky and repeatedly having an ax shoved at my throat this evening, thank you!" Hiccup growled, the fear in his eyes now replaced by annoyance and impatience. "Now can you please let me go?!" Astrid backed off, seeing his round pupils turn to thin lines momentarily. She swallowed her few moments of fear.

Hiccup noticed this, then tried to calm himself. No use having her run away and leave him like this. No need to get all dragony and scary. "Uh-yah...you see the ropes are being annoying and I'm quite tired so I'm grumpy and-"

"Why am I even talking to you?" Astrid thought aloud. "What am I even doing?"

"Harassing me with an ax?" the thing offered, from his place on the ground. Astrid frowned and kicked him, then started up her bad habit of pacing as the creature curled up in pain. "What is with you and violence!?" She heard distantly, as she started thinking furiously. Coming to a final conclusion, Astrid grunted, gathering her bravery and guts, as she decided to bring her ax a final time. She didn't dare to look at the dragon-boy as she prepared to swing her ax towards the already cowering thing.

-0-

**Hello :3 I'm glad you had positive responses on that last chapter. Lol, you should of seen me when I was deleting the old chapters off the story. I was like, 'sorry!' 'I'm sorry' 'So sorry!' **

**Expect a few updates this weekend. Cause you know know...up here in Canada we got some pretty bad weather. Ugh. But hey, that may mean snowdays! more writinnnggg!  
><strong>

**hehe, cya!**


	11. Freeing the Future

The ax hit home.

Hiccup was prepared for the ax to lead him to violent end, but instead of it hitting him, it sliced through the ropes. They snapped away, and Hiccup could finally stretch out his sore wings...

But he winced as a sharp shock of pain came from his left. He looked back to see it mangled, the top part snapped and some of the thin tissue that would've caught the wind ripped jaggedly. A look of horror washed over his features. Astrid saw the rip as well, and the sinking feeling of guilt started to build up inside of her. But why should she be feeling guilt? This kid is some type of monster!

Astrid watched as he sat down and carefully maneuvered his wing so he could look at it. From the look on his face, she could tell it wasn't good. With a long sigh he folded his wings - into _his back. _They seemed to just melt into his skin. It made her own skin crawl as she heard the bones popping and moving under his flesh. Surprisingly the boy didn't look bothered. He then looked to her, and her guilty feelings multiplied when she saw the sadness in his eyes.

"Well...thanks for releasing me I guess. Even though you did...never mind. You should head back to your village. Like those other vikings said, it will storm soon." His voice seemed a bit flat, with less life. Astrid frowned and crossed her arms, turning to walk away. No way. She will not feel sorry for a stupid monster. Just because he had a human face doesn't mean he is actually human. However...he did seem to have emotions...

"What about you?" She asked, turning to look at him. He just shrugged.

"I'll walk I guess."

Astrid looked at him for a moment. Was he seriously proposing to just walk through one of Berks crazy snowstorms? She hoped he realized how stupid this was. He would most likely freeze to death out there. She really actually hoped he wasn't that stupid. Astrid paused, then sighed.

Great! Now she was pitying him! The thing she had just tried to mince to pieces, was now making her feel bad for it! Vikings had no mercy, but why is she giving this boy it? Was he using magic? Well, there was this familiar air about him she couldn't quite place. She swore she had seen him somewhere...sometime...hm.

A cold, biting wind started to blow, cutting right throw her many fur coats. She looked up to see dark ominous clouds gathering above. With a grumble she finally made her decision.

She grabbed the back of the boys cloak and started to drag him along with her. He pulled the other way, surprised, but she just yanked him along with her.

"H-hey?! What are you doing?" He blurted. Astrid rolled her eyes.

"Bringing you to my village." She simply said, her voice firm. "Don't grow your wings or whatever when your there. People will kill you."

The boy went pale, and she noticed scales rising to his skin. "Stop that! If people see those you'll be chopped into pieces!" She growled. He was shaking now.

"I-I can't help it! I don't know how to stop them! I'll be fine ok, just leave me here!" The boy squeaked, trying to get out Astrids iron grip. Of course it was no use.

_She's going to bring me to the village and cook me alive or something. This is where it ends. Not falling from the sky and into a tree, but kidnapped by a crazy viking and dragged to a village to be executed. _Hiccup thought. Now he was sitting down, arms crossed, as he was dragged along the forest floor. The viking didn't seem to care though, she just pulled him along, her ax on her shoulder. Snow was already falling, getting thicker by the minute.

He tried to bolt again, trying to use all his strength - dragon and human -to get away. She retaliated by pulling him back and throwing her to the ground. He groaned, his already sore body wracked with pain.

"Would you stop that?!" She growled. Hiccup shook his head.

"You're just going to drag me back and get me killed! Why won't you let me go?!" Hiccup theorized, struggling again. Astrid huffed.

"I'm not trying to kill you, you idiot. I'm bringing you back so you don't freeze to death. And you will. So stop trying to escape, you'll be dead before morning. I'm trying to...help you. Now just look human and follow me, we're nearing the Great Hall." Astrid explained. Hiccup looked at her questionably. Wait...did she care about him? He felt a bit shocked, that a viking of all things would be one of the first people to ever care about his well being. He was quiet for awhile, until they neared two huge doors, with statues of fierce vikings seeming to gaurd the entrance.

The snow was falling in sheets, and it was hard to see now. Maybe he is a little glad she dragged him along...but he just hoped he could get out of there fast. He needed to hurry for Stormfly's sake, after all. Before they walked in, Astrid pulled Hiccups hood over his head. He looked over at her, questioning.

"Just to hide your face more, just in case you get scared or something." She explained, then pushed the door open. When Hiccup paused, feeling very unsafe walking right into a room full of dragon killers, Astrid just dragged him in.

The door slammed shut, and Hiccup saw a few vikings about Astrids age hanging out, sitting by a table.

To say Hiccup was terrified was an understatement. Just looking at the weapons some of them had made chills claw their way up his spine. The dragon side of him bristled in fury, immediately on guard. He knew he should run far, far away, but the Viking girl still had her iron grip on him.

Astrid sat down, praying to Oden she wouldn't mess up. Why did she even do this. Bringing a monster right into the heart of the village? What was wrong with her! Apparently a lot...because for some reason she felt she knew this weird kid. Seriously! Maybe she was going insane. At this point, that made total sense to her.

She really felt her heart race when they sat down. And Snotlout of course looked over at her, probably to spout a bad pick up line, but stopped when he saw Hiccup.

"Who the heck is he?"

_Gods help me._

**~.~**

**What will Astrid do? Whats with the change of heart? Why is Hiccup so familiar?**

**Hello fanfiction! I'M BACK! And with a clear plotline and I'm working on a cover :3 It feels good to write again! Sorry for the long absence, I was focusing on my art mainly and school. But I'll be updating hopefully more. I'm so sorry to all you loyal veiwers who have waited patiently so long :) and New readers, welcome! I hope you enjoyed the story so far!**

**My writing style may have changed, but think of it as an upgrade? I've gotten better at writing I think, learned some more, so you guys can enjoy the story more. So review your thoughts, criticisms, and compliments! They are greatly appreciated! And I'll see ya next update!**

**Have a wonderful day! :3**


	12. Possible Discovery

"Who the heck is he?" Snotlout snorted. Hiccup felt himself jump a bit but remained silent. His tongue felt heavy and throat thick with fear and anxiety. He was not ready for this. It was his original plan to come here anyways...but he was aiming to just sneak in, get the herb, and fly out. But judging from his ripped wing...things would be a lot more complicated. But he was running out of time...and fast.

"A kid in the forest I found. Idiot was lost. I have no idea where he came from, and he won't speak." The Viking girl emphasized the last part, and Hiccup was happy to oblige. He didn't mind talking. Not at all. He didn't trust himself to say a word, after all.

"Huh. Whats with the hood fishbone?" Snotlout quipped. Hiccup remained silent and lowered his head more. Remain calm...make sure to take deep breaths...

Astrid glared at Snotlout. "Shut up Lout." She growled. He immediately shut his mouth, looking a little afraid.

"M-maybe you should talk with G-Gobber about him? Maybe he washed up on shore or something. He may be a fisher or something" Fishlegs proposed, twiddling his thumbs. Astrid frowned.

"Yeah. Whatever." Astrid frowned, sending a sideways glance at the monster kid. Good. He was keeping his head down and was remaining silent. Thank the gods he was a little smart. Maybe this would work out...after the storms over they could just bid their goodbyes and pretend this never happened. They just needed to play it cool and-

"Ay, heard my name over here. Better not be gossip, or so help me I will- Eh? Who's that?" Gobber grumbled, as he lumbered over. Hiccup seemed to shrink further into the seat. Astrid quickly retold her story she told the teens, trying her best to make it sound legit. Luckily Gobber thought it was plausible, and nodded. Both Hiccup and Astrid visibly untensed a bit. It was looking good until Gobber reached over and pulled Hiccups hood down.

"Stop hiding yer face like some cowardly limplet. Show your face and be a man!" Gobber trumped. Hiccup struggled to not let any scales show, and still kept his head down. This was crazy. This 'Gobber' guy was also crazy. He should've ran when he had the chance...

"Hah, he's totally a limplet. Won't even keep his head up!" Snotlout chuckled. Hiccups dragon-like pride was a bit bruised by this, and he seethed in annoyance. Another part of him decided it was best to keep quiet still. Hiccup did feel better when Astrid banged Snotlout up the head with a wooden plate that was on the table.

"Don't be such thick skull. He might've gone through some things you idiot." Astrid snapped. She surprised herself by doing this. Why was she defending him anyways? And why wasn't that kid defending himself?! He was half dragon after all! Instead of retaliating like most of the teens did, she watched as the dragon boy got up silently, and made his way to another table and sat down. Astrid looked at him for a moment, before sitting down again.

She rubbed her temples and sighed. Could today get anymore confusing?

Hiccup decided separating himself from the problem would work best. So that's what he did. He sat there, pulled up his hood, and decided to entertain himself by finding all the little crevices in the wooden table. The Vikings continued on talking behind his back, but he decided not to care. Instead he took these two seconds of silence to review what has happened so far.

Stormfly got a bad infection. He set out to find a cure. He crashed, and the Viking girl found him. What was her name anyways? did she have one? He shook his head. Not very important. She dragged him here. Now he was stuck in this hall with a bunch of burly Vikings twice his size.

How can he get through this one?

His head started whirring for answers, but he was interrupted by a sudden clap on the back. He wheezed, slumping forward and tensing up. He looked up to see Gobber sit down across from him.

"Sorry about earlier lad. Didn't mean to embarrass you back there." Gobber exclaimed, then took a swig out of the cup attached to his prosthetic. Hiccups eyes widened at this. Where's his hand?!

Hiccup gulped. "Itsok..." He muttered quickly. Gobber raised his eyebrows.

"Hey! You do talk!" The man chimed. Hiccup winced at his loud voice. Gobber just grinned crookedly at him. Hiccup could tell he was trying to be nice...but he didn't know why. "So, what'cha doing around Berk? Especially this time of year?"

Hiccup froze. _Uh, story, story...come up with a believable one...think, think..._

"I, uh, was fishing. My b-boat washed up ashore here then that girl uh, found me and dragged me here." He responded, careful to make sure his voice didn't break to much.

"Hm. Ice fishing?" Gobber asked. Hiccup nodded. "Makes sense. Your lucky Astrid found ye'. You would've freezed out there. She seems to be quite protective over you, she usually never reacts when Snotlout makes fun of other kids." Gobber shrugged.

_Astrid. That's her name. _Hiccup thought, a bit off topic.

He heard Gobber chuckling. Hiccup looked up in question. "Ya seem to think more than speak lad." Gobber pointed out. "Yer just like someone I know. You two may get along."

Hiccup opened his mouth to say something, but closed it. It seems he wasn't the only one to go off topic.

"Do ya have a name?" Gobber asked. Hiccup thought for a moment...

"Its uh, Hiccup." He said, keeping his voice hushed. He didn't feel comfortable telling everyone - especially that Snotlout kid. Gobber nodded.

"Weird name. Guess mines not any better though. I'm Gobber, the mentor of those guys over there." He pointed to the table with the teens there. Hiccup looked over as well, seeing Astrid. She was looking back at him, looking worried, but when they made eye contact she turned around again.

"Ey lad, whats that on your face?"

Hiccup stiffened.

-o-

Toothless peered outside at the strong, snow ridden winds outside the mouth of the cave. He couldn't sit still - he was worried for his little friend. Hopefully Hiccup found shelter.

He looked back at Stormfly, who looked just as concerned. However her scales didn't look as vibrant as usual, and her eyes seemed to sink into her skull. Toothless crooned and blew some more fire to feed the existing one, hopefully she got better fast.

Hopefully Hiccup will make it back safely...

-o-

**Will Hiccup make it back in time? Will he meet his real father? And why is Astrid defending him?**

**Hello people :3 I hope you like the fast update. They may slow down because exams are soon, but don't worry. I'm a smart little cookie so I won't be studying _all _the time. **

**Pretty calm chapter. Next one will be better. Either Stoick will come in next chapter or the chapter after...What do you think? **

**Thank you guys so much, ALL of you! Your reviews, follows, and favs are so inspiring and make me excited to release new chapters for you guys! So review your theories, thoughts, and constructive critism below! All reviews are greatly appreciated :)**


	13. A 'Reunion'

Hiccups hand instinctively slapped to his face, and in horror he felt the smooth warmness of one of his scales. Several actually. He froze as he thought about what to do, oh gods what to do...Gobber saw...this was his death... His eyes flicked up to Astrid, and at first he was surprised as his own locked with her icy blue gaze. She saw his panic, and quickly walked over.

"Uh, Gobber! Can you uh, check to see if my axe is balanced?" She sputtered. Gobber looked at her funny.

"Can't you tell that yourself lass?" He questioned, eyes flicking between Hiccup and Astrid. Hiccup held his breath and looked back down at the table. "You ok Hiccup?" He asked, looking away from Astrid and putting a gentle hand on Hiccups shoulder. Gobber felt how tense Hiccup was and frowned. Astrid let out a small flustered sigh, before shoving her ax in Gobbers face.

"I need an experts eye! I want to do my best in training after all!" Astrid rambled on, and led Gobber away. She quickly glanced over her shoulder and saw Hiccup get up and scamper out the big main doors, right out into a full on snowstorm. She couldn't help but groan. Great, now she'll have to sift through the snow for the idiot. Its just one thing after another, isn't it?

Hiccup burst through the doors, and was hit by a wall of cold ice and snow. His hand was still frozen to his cheek, as he ran down the main road of the village. That was way to close...he had felt absolute terror for the first time. It was scarier than falling from the sky like a rock. Hiccup marched through the snow, hugging himself tightly and trying to use his inner furnace to keep himself warm. Toothless had taught him that, he recalled, even though they were both unsure whether or not he could breathe fire anyways. Now he felt homesick...he wanted to be home with Toothless and Stormfly...safe from all this madness and all these Vikings. He wanted to hear the rumble of the two dragons as they slept, and the crackle of the fire they kept warm for him. He wanted his cave back, his drawings back, his ledge overlooking the forest...

But he had to stick it out for Stormfly. She needed that herb. And now he was so close to it. He couldn't give up. Maybe Astrid had it? Or she could get it for him?

"Who are _you_?" Hiccup heard over the wind, and he finally surfaced from his deep thinking. He looked up to see a large, buff, bear like man with a great red beard now turning white with snowflakes. He was holding a torch, that lit the area with pale yellow light. Many other men were behind him, all looking bedraggled and exhausted. The mans eyes looked tired as well, but the rest of his stature didn't give that away.

"I- I, uh...um..." Hiccup stuttered, half because his jaw was chattering, and half because that horrible sinking feeling of terror had once again washed over him.

Stoick the Vast, in the flesh, just shook his head. "Lets get you out of this storm lad." He said in his big booming voice. A big, lukewarm hand was now on Hiccups shoulder, and lead him back to the place he had just fled. The small army of men followed behind, just glad they made it back.

The doors opened, and Astrid looked up to see her mighty chief...and then Hiccup right by his side. Her eyes widened, and she looked back to the chiefs face, looking for any anger or fury. Was Hiccup found out? Well, thank Thor, it seemed not. Astrid went to look away but couldn't help but stare for a moment. She didn't know why exactly, but that sight just kind of looked..._natural _or something. Hiccup looked just as tired as Stoick...and their eyes seemed the same somehow. She just rolled her eyes, grumbling that she was looking into things to much.

Stoick led Hiccup over to a table, where he sat both of them down. Gobber sauntered over to introduce Hiccup and greet his old friend, and sat with the two.

"This here is Hiccup, Astrid found him just before the storm. We aren't exactly sure where he came from." Gobber shrugged. Stoick looked back at Hiccup, who was doing everything but looking the chief in the eye. Stoick narrowed his eyes a bit, feeling an odd nag of nostalgia pull at him. Stoick dismissed it.

"Nice to meet you Hiccup. I assume you may stay here for awhile?" He proposed. The Hiccup kid nodded and kept his head down. Stoick frowned. He was so used to the other kids and their unlimited barrels of confidence, heads held high and their eyes fiery. This kid had an air of sadness and fear it seemed, he acted like a cornered animal. Whatever this lads been through, it must've been tough.

"Then you'll have to get a job to support yerself lad. As well as a place to stay. Especially during this winter." Stoick continued, trying to get the kid to say something. Usually he would've just passed him off as cowardly, but there was just something about him he couldn't find out. Hiccup slumped a little in his seat, shifting his gaze to the table.

"He can work at the smithy with me!" Gobber cut in. Stoick nodded. It would be good for someone he trusted to keep and eye on the laddy. Now...where would he live? Vikings weren't always the most hospitable creatures. Most houses were full of families, or had enough on their hands and couldn't handle another mouth to feed.

Stoick huffed and rubbed his temples. It wouldn't be so bad right? Hiccup seemed quiet, maybe he wouldn't be much of a bother. His home was pretty empty anyways, and he even had an extra room...

"You can live with me Hiccup." Stoick proposed.

Hiccup took a few quick breathes. "Uh, that's not necessary sir! I-I can...just sleep in a tree, or just in a stable, or even at the blacksmiths!" Stoick finally got him to talk, and he wasn't expecting such panic. Oden, it was like Stoick had just sentenced him to death!

"Usually those options would be open, but not in the winter lad!" Stoick couldn't help but chuckle. "You'll freeze to death!"

Hiccup shut his mouth and rocked a little in his seat. "It won't be bad Hiccup. Well, Stoicks snoring may keep you up, but other than that, it'll be ok." Gobber smiled. Stoick rolled his eyes, still chuckling a little. Hiccup slowly nodded, then excused himself and seemed to drift across the room towards Astrid. For the rest of the night he hung around her, which Stoick shrugged off. She did 'save' him anyways, so he must trust her the most. The only thing that surprised him was that Astrid let him be so close to her.

**Hehe, Hiccups less like a deadly Nightfury and more like a lost puppy.**

**Sorry if theres grammar mistakes or typos, its late and I'm not sure if my brain function is 100%. I just really wanted to get this chapter out for you guys :)**

**Ok, exams are finally over, and I aced them thank goodness. I made the honor roll, and I'm so proud of myself :3 But now its summer, so I'll have more time to write! Updates may be more spaced out because of summer activities however. **

**And thank you all for your reviews, follows, and favorites! They mean the world to me and make my day! So if you want leave a review below on what you think of my story, what you think will happen next, or what you want to happen next. I read each and every one of them, and love to as well! You guys are awesome :3 we're halfway done I think! This is the longest story I have ever written, and I'm so excited. Do you guys want a sequel? Like based around HTTYD 2? That would be interesting...**

**Anyways, thanks for reading and see you next chapter! Have a wonderful day/evening/morning/night!**


	14. The Coiled Spring

When they exited the hall a few hours later, Astrid whacked Hiccup upside the head. Hiccup yipped and turned around. "What did I do now?!" However he silenced himself when he saw Astrids deadly glare.

"You are _so _lucky the chief didn't see your scales you idiot." Astrid snapped in a low voice, as she pulled Hiccup aside, away from the hall doors. The snow storm had slowed, and now there was only a bitter wind sweeping through the village. "If he had seen them- they would have slaughtered you right on the spot! I thought you were a demon when I first met you, and _I'm _one of the most sane Vikings here!" She whisper yelled, starting to pace. Hiccup defiantly felt intimidated...but also curious.

"W-why do you care?" He asked, right out of the blue. His breath immediately caught when Astrid glared at him again.

"Because...Because if Stoick finds out I brought you into the village, he'll be enraged." She spat, crossing her arms. Hiccup nodded, a little disheartened. He couldn't help but feel that she may care about him. It was comforting, but weird that she kept denying it. Maybe Vikings just had a hard time expressing their feelings. Well, based on what he knew, they had no problem showing their anger and rage. "Hiccup!" Hiccup jumped at her voice. "Pay attention for once" She grumbled.

Too bad Hiccup didn't have time to listen to what Astrid had to say. Suddenly one of the doors of the hall swung open, and Stoick lumbered on out. He saw the two teens and raised an eyebrow, but didn't bother to ask what they were doing.

"Lad! You coming along or not?" He called over the wind. The kid looked up at him and nodded, exchanging a panicked expression with Astrid before letting her shove him towards the chief. Astrid cleared her throat and dusted some snow off her thick coat.

"I'll be around in the morning to bring him to the black smiths." Astrid announced, and Stoick nodded. Hiccup waved at her before following Stoick as he made his way through the old village. Soon enough they climbed a small hill and came to a house that overlooked the village. Hiccup felt a little irked by the dragon head that loomed above the door, but he calmed down when he saw it was just an intricate carving.

He was a little worried he would see more 'trophies' that Vikings seemed to like to collect (dragon heads, scales, teeth, claws) but when Stoick opened the door, all he saw was a nice looking center fire. Sure the walls had some axes, swords, and a few decorative shields, but Hiccup reminded himself it could've been worse. Stoick sauntered in and plopped down in an old looking chair, letting out a long sigh. He sat for a minute, before remembering he had a guest.

"Ah! Sorry lad, its been a long day." Stoick smiled, and heaved himself out of the chair and lead Hiccup up a small set of stairs. The chief swung open the door, and stepped into the attic-like room. Everything had a thin layer of dust, and it smelt musty up in the old room. Hiccup noticed a little bassinette in the corner of the room, with an old looking stuffy sitting atop the blankets. Hiccup eyed it curiously, then looked at Stoick who was throwing some blankets on a twin sized bed.

The old chief looked over and saw the bassinette as well, and Hiccup saw as he frowned and threw a sheet over it. His smile returned as he looked to Hiccup.

"Alright! Heres your room, all set. Uh, have a good night, I'll leave breakfast on the table downstairs for you. If you need anything, er, just ask." Stoick informed. What? He wasn't used to caretaking all that much. Sure he babysat Snotlout when he was a babe...but that ended up with the little bugger tumbling down a hillside. Hopefully he wasn't the reason the boy wasn't all to bright... But Hiccup seemed to understand and the quiet teen just nodded. Stoick then exited the room, not wanting to create an awkward silence.

-0-

"'Iccup!" Gobber yelled, staring at the kid with wide eyes. Hiccups entire being tensed up and he almost dropped the red hot metal he had in his hands. Honestly, all day he felt like he had no idea what he was doing. First he made a sword badly 'balanced'? What did that even mean? The some of his cloak set on fire, which meant he had to take it off. He was a little worried that some of his scales would show, but he could probably just saw it was charcoal. He had intentionally smeared it on his cheeks and hands, where he knew they showed up the most.

"What? Whats wrong?!" Hiccup gulped, and Gobber just stared at him in disbelief for a moment. The peg legged Viking then snapped out of his small moment of incredulity and grabbed some tongs before he grabbed the almost molten iron out of the kids hands. Was he stupid? Could the lad even feel his hands?! Gobber had touched molten iron before, and he had rushed over to the nearest basin of water to cool the bubbling flesh down.

"Are ye insane?! How are your hands?" Gobber cried, and grabbed Hiccups hands and flipped them over. His palms seemed fine...a little crispy looking but other than that unharmed. But on one there was a weird black splotch-

Hiccup snatched his hands back, laughing awkwardly. "Uh, oh! Sorry to alarm you Gobber! But, hey, where I come from we always use our bare hands! It toughens us up, y'know?" He really hated all these last minute lies. This was the third one today.

"That sounds crazy." Gobber muttered. "Hey! Perhaps ye are a Berserker! Those buggers are insane!" His voice brightened, but Hiccup could easily tell Gobber was still skeptical. Hiccup was a little skeptical of himself, since when was he fire proof?! Sure he never really had much feeling in his hands- they had layers of callouses and he was used to cuts and scratches. He had also had a few accidents with traps, which only toughened him up more.

Hiccup decided to put that off thinking about that for awhile. Right now he should try and keep acting 'normal'. And boy, was it exhausting. He was used to be all alone, with no eyes constantly on him, no people constantly asking questions. He was starting to miss being with Stormfly and Toothless. He missed his drawings, his rock collection, flying lessons, and just being able to stretch out his wings. They starting to bother him, and his shoulders and back were starting to feel sore. Maybe he could sneak into the forest sometime today...

Soon he went back to work, Gobber had demoted him to just keeping the furnace going. He probably thought he was insane. Hiccup hoped he didn't screw this up like he had his other few jobs.

Finally Gobber dismissed him for the rest of the day. Hiccup was paid for his help, and he set off to find the 'arena'. Astrid said she would be there this morning, and gave him very vague directions.

Hiccup made his way through the market, stopping momentarily to buy a fish to snack on, then continued on the path that lead through the maze of sturdy houses. Soon the houses thinned out, and Hiccup finally saw the giant cage- like roof of the arena from across the bridge. His eyes also wandered and he looked up. He spotted the healers home, from its perch up high on a spire of rock. Maybe tonight he can sneak in...or possibly fake an injury? He just really wanted this to be over with. Sure, maybe the Vikings weren't as horrible as he thought they were, and Astrid could be called his first human friend, but he hated the web of lies that he had spun during these few days.

He hated being something he wasn't- even if he loathed his original form. Sure being half dragon had its downfalls, but it was better than being so _fake. _His back felt like there was red hot iron bars being wiggled around under his shoulders, and he felt himself become more and more restless from not running around as much anymore. He was liked a tightly coiled spring- and he feared it wouldn't be to long until he sprung. He needed to act fast with gaining trust.

In that few seconds he decided he had to play another card, if he wanted to save himself and Stormfly. He would have to start being more manipulative. He seethed at himself, but Stormflies life could depend on it. Not to mention the fear that Toothless may come and look for him because he was gone so long.

The dragon boy made his way over to the cage of iron that served as the roof for the arena. From there he saw several doors, all with huge bolts and strong, unyielding hinges. With dismay Hiccup saw that the doors still trembled and roars could be heard from behind them. One dragon was currently out, a vibrant purple Deadly Nadder that was scurrying around, snapping and blasting at Astrid and the rest of the teens Hiccup saw last night.

Astrid finally let out a powerful battle cry and charged the Nadder, swerving right into its blind spot. Hiccup winced as he saw the dragon collapse, knocked out cold by the flat of Astrids axe. Astrid smirked at her victory, but it fell when she saw Hiccup. The look on his face was confusing...but was that disappointment? She decided to ignore that, and smiled again as she was praised by Stoick, their current teacher. It was good for the kids to learn from the best, of course.

Stoick noticed Hiccup as well and hollered at him to come down. The timid boy seemed surprised, but then hesitantly walked down to the entrance. Astrid looked at the chief in confusion. What was he doing?! Gods, maybe it was a bad idea to invite Hiccup here...

Stoick lifted the heavy metal gate and Hiccup slipped in. The chief put his hand on Hiccups shoulder and lead him to the rest of the group. "Lad, I was lookin' for ye all day! I was going to get ye to join this here class." His words sounded more like a demand then an offer... "If yer going to stay on Berk, you need to learn to defend yerself from the dragons!"

Astrid mentally slapped herself. Of course. Curse Stoick and his big heart. How would Hiccup react to the weapons, the violence here? She saw the way he flinched whenever she pulled her axe out around him, how would he handle hand to hand combat? Oh yeah, and he was also freakin _half dragon. _He could probably handle himself just fine in a fight-

The shield maiden grumbled. _Stoick doesn't know that. _

**Hello guys :3**

**Sorry for the long 3 months of no updates ;-; My wifi in my neighbourhood cut out all summer (oh joy) and I've been busy with meeting with family all October (Canadian thanksgiving ya'll). I'll try and update more frequently, or once a month with longer chapters :3 I hope people are still reading this, lol, I wouldn't be surprised if they weren't. **

**Anyways, thanks so much for sticking with me so long and reading my story! It means a lot to me. Leave a review if you want, and I'll see you all next chapter! **

**Have a good night/day!**


End file.
